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Under
Fire

By RICHARD PARKEB

-

Based on the drama of
ROI COOPER MEGRUB

Author of "Under Cover” and co-author
of *It Pays to Advertise”

y mmu. Mg, by ‘Vhe Macaulay Oonm e
SYNOPSIS.
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The chief characters are Ethel Wil-
loughby, Henry Streetman and Capt.
Larry Redmond. The minor characters
are Sir George Wagstaff of the British
admiralty and Charles Brown, a New
York newspaper correspondent, Ethel,
& resldent of SIr George's household,
secretly married to Streetman, a German
8py, though she did not know him as
such, Captain Redmond, her old lover,
returns to Wngland after long absence,
From him sghe learns the truth about
Btreetman; furthermore, that he has
betrayed her shnply to learn naval se-
crets, The European war breaks out.
Ethel prepares o accompany Streetman
to Brussels as g German spy In order to
got revenge ind serve England, Captain
Iedmond, thel and Charlie Brown turn
;il! at a Relgian inn as the German army
omes,

Here is a big opportunity for
Charlie Brown, the New York
newspaper correspondent, to
show either a world of good sense
or a state of mind bordering on
Insanity. The problem is up to
him—whether he will stick by
his friends, no matter what oc-
curs, or consider the safety of
his own person. There is a big
thrill in this instaliment. It de-
scribes the meeting and plan-
ning of spies.

CHAPTER Xll—Continued.

Ethel consented to the arrangement,
S8he was immensely relieved that the
quick-witted journallst so readily ac-
cepted her allas.

"Good, good!” thelr delighted host
exclaimed. “Sweet
Bolled chicken, an artichoke, a bit

- Balad, and some coffee—real Amerl

coffee, without chicory, eh, m’'sie
He was already edging .frrerds
door that .+~

consomme, eh?2"

“But what are you doing here?”
Ethel asked him then. “Perhaps you've
a secret in your paut too?" nhe added
gayly.

But Mr. srown could lay clalm to
no such romantie excuse,

“Oh, I came uver looking for a war,”
he explained.

“And you haven't found {t?”

“Nothing like it at alll” he replied.
“The day after I saw you [ got a
straight tip to beat It for Belgium, 1
bought yon one-and-a-half eylinder
1846 blcycle, and.I've pedaled away for
three days, till I feel all legs and back.
My right name, this minute, is George
W. Achewell!” And Charlie Brown
sat down by the table upon which Ma-
dame de Lorde was resting her trim
elbow,

“Mr, Brown,” Ethel sald, “you're not
English. I am; but you are an Anglo-
Saxon, and you must sympathize with
the allles."”

“Sure 1 do!" was his prompt re-
sponse,

“Then, whatever happeng while
you're here,” she rontinued with an air
of great earnestness, “whatever hap-
pens, I want you to remember that [
am English, and that it Is England I
serve always. You will believe
1t

“Oh, of conrse I will!” he assured
her. And immediately a thought came
into Charlie Brown'’s head that made
him start. “And by the way,” he said,
“while I think of it, I want to warn
you about that chap I met at tea at
your place. Streetman, he called him-
self. You remember him?"

To hide her confusion Ethel rose and
moved a few steps away from the
table,

“Yes, 1 remember him very well,”
she answered.

“I bappened that night to get some
dope on him,” Charlle went on, in en-
tire innocence of the effect his words
had upon her. “He's what you might
call a professional spy—working for
the German secret gervice now. That's
why he stuck up for them that after-
noon; but really he’s a Russian,”

“A Russian!” HEthel exclaimed, star-
tled, In spite of heraelf, by that sur-

| prising news.

“Yes,” he continued. “He got kicked
out of Russia ten years ago for some
dirty business. Then be worked for
the English’ against the Boers. They
couldn’t stand him either—he's an aw-
ful rotter. I don’t know much about
him after that. Now he's with the
Gepmons s Yooad e wh my
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“I beg your pardon!” Ethel said.,

“Do not look around—stay where
you are!” the stranger told her crisply.

All at once It occurred to her that
this somewhat Inferior-looking Indl-
vidual might be he whom she sought.
But she could not be sure, And she
resolved to bide her time,

“Really, sir,” she said, with assumed
hauteur, “I beg you to explain thils
mystery—thls—"

“Mystery—" he took the word out
of her mouth—‘'shall we say rather
the mystery of General Jacques,” he
corrected her politely.

“Oh, you are—" )

“A friend of Francel . . , And
your password?' He walted for her
to supply the mystlc word.

“Courvolsler!” she sald In a low
volce.

“Good!" he exclaimed with satisfac-
tlon. “The other day to General
Jacques at the fort you offered your
gservices for France,” he ventured.

“Yes!”

“He wishes now to take advantage
of your offer.”

“T am ready.” she answered quletly.

He proceeded swiftly to the busi-
ness in band,

“The Germans will be here tonight,
and here the road forks, one turn to
the right, the other to the left—you
know 7"

“It is Important, the general says,
that he should know which road the
Germans take—whence comes the at-
tack. You are to Inform him
by telephone.”

“But they wil] cut the wires,” Ethel
objected. L

“All that they ean find,” he agreed.
“But last night, while the others slept,
we have strung a wire from the fort
to—that chimney!” By the merest nod
he indicated the huge fireplace that
projected into the room.

“Here?"' she exclalmed.

He bowed.

“I hnve beneath my coat a tele-
phone,” he eontinued hurrledly. “If
madame will be good enough to change
places with me and keep watch, while
I connect the instrument, the affalr
will be simple.”

“Of course!” Ethel responded.

The Frenchman stole to the fireplace
and crept inside the wide opening.

And while his head and shoulders
vanished momentarily up the chimney
he busied himself with his work of at-
taching the instrument to the dangling
wire within,

“All 18 well?" he called in a low
lce, as his deft fingers twisted the

f the.wire.
= Jlared.
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“I' tancy he will be here directly,”
she told him, 4

“Ah, good, good! But we must nof
gpoll the echicken,'" he sald. He bad
taken especial pains with that chick
en, and he wished It to be served at
just the proper moment.

“I may!” Mr. Brown exclalmed.
Just happened to glance out of my win
dow. What's going on over there?"

“Why, nothing, m'sieu!” his host re-
plied happlly. “And your dinner is
ready. It Is delicious, I promise you."

Curlously enough, Mr, Brown's In:
terest In dinner had suddenly abated

“But something 18 happening! Look
for yourself!" he urged.

Henrl Christophe went to the door
and gazed down the village street.
And while he stood there, looking
through the shimmering heat-waves
that flickered above the cobblestones,

Charllie Brown took another survey
of the commotion he had witnessed
from hls room.

“Yes, yes, m'sleu—you are right!"
Christophe exclaimed presently. “Theye
fs a cloud of dust and people are ruy-
ning down that road; some are coming
this way.” . He turned away
from the door. And upon his broad
face there was an expression akin to
bewlilderment. “What can it mean,
m’'sien?" he asked.

“It's the Germans!” Charlie cried In
great excitement.

“Oh!" Despite the tlgnt rein ghe
tried to keep on herself, that one low
ery would come leaping () DEthel's
lips.

Half fearful, balf ineredulous, Henri
Christophe stood stock still and gazed
stupidly at the American,

“That [ cannot believe!” he sald at
last. B2t In a8 moment more he had
to believa it. Even Ilittle Jeanns
knew It. She came fiying Into the
room and fung herself [nto her fa
ther’'s arms.

“Mon pere, mon pere! The Ger
mans are coming!” she cried In terror

Her father looked down at her ten-
derly.

“There, there! Do not cry!" Chris.
tophe sald, trying as best he could to
calm her fears. “They will not hurt
you or me."”

As for Charlle Brown—he promptly
forgot all personal considerations. He
became at once the newspaper man,
the news-gathering machine.

“The Germans are coming! And I'm
In the thick of It! God, what a story!”
he execlaimed. It was what he had
dreamed of.

Henrl Christophe put his daughter
away from him, as an uneasy thought
crept over him
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“Go to your room, Jeanne, and stay
there till T call yon,” he said gently.
A confused murmur, as of many

Jewish ritua! and for Paul to profap

EELLEB% Acting Director of
Bze Sunday School o&ur;onz! the Moody

Bible Institute, Chi
(Copyright, 1916, Western Newspaper Union.)
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LESSON FOR OCTOBER 8

‘PAUL BEFORE FELIX,

LESSON TEXT-Acts 24

GOLDEN TEXT-—Herein 1 alsv exerclse
myself to have a conscience void of of=-
fense toward God and men always—Acts

24:16, ™

This is a court scene, and 1t might
be well with certain classes to intro-
duce the lesson by describing such a
gathering, The lesson occurred five
days after the last lesson, and twelve
days after IPaul reached Jerusale
bearing the collection for the poo
The place, Caesarea, was the Rom
capital of Judea.

I. The' Prisoner’'s Examinution (vv.
1-2). In addition to the RRomwan gov-
ernor, Felix, attired in his gorgeous
official regalla, on a platform nearby,
were the high priest of the Jews, in his
highly colored and jeweled robes, the
lawyer, Tertullus, in nis IRoman toga,
and the elders of the Sanhedrin who
had come down from Jerusalem to be
witnesses against Paul. Of Tertullus
It -was sald that, by his persuasive
tongue, he could muake white seem
black, and could therefore more easily
make it appear that Paul was “a dan-
ger to the Roman power, and not mere-
Iy a turbulent and renegade Jew." The
judge, Felix, was an exceptionally bad
governor, who two years later was re-
called by Nero to Rlome, The infer-
ence of verse two is that Paul was an
Inciter of rebellion and robberies, but
the exact charges were three-fold:
(See vv. 5-8) (a) that Paul was a
mover of insurrection; (b) that he was
a ringleader of a sect of Nazarenes
who were causing trouble in the prov-
ince: and (c) that he had profaned‘the
Jewish temple at Jerusalem. The
charge of Insurrection would be espe-
clally obnoxious to Fellx who had just
been praised for keeping peace In his
dominion. That of being a leader of
heresy was not serious, for the Romans
had no desire to Interfere between one
Jewish sect and another, but it led to
the last one, viz, profaning the tem-
ple. The Romnns had legalized the
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Sver perp@tiee. o
orles of his two gues

“Great! Sounds &
Brown rejoined with ¢

“Yes, m'sieu—immensel™ i ..
your good American word. .
shall serve such a dinner as the L

d'Or never has seen before!" And
Henrl disappeared In high spirits.
After the depressing dullness of the
past weeks it was Indeed exhllarating
to minister to two approelntlvc pa-
trons.

By the time Christophe bad van-
ished Ethel Willoughby had quite re-
covered her self-possession. And when
Charlle Brown turpned to her with a
fook of Inquiry upon his face she was
ready to meet his serutiny with a stout
heart.

“You seem surprised—and quite nat-
urally,” she sald, “at hearing that man
call me Madame de Lorde.” !

“Well, that afterncon 1 knew you
as Misa 1Willoughby," he replied.

“But [ was~then Madame de Lorde,”
Ethel explained \glibly. “You see, Mr,
Brown, I'd been\{rnrrled secrally.”

“Secretly?" .

“There were Ayh&—good rea-
gons,” she rejoinedd “I could not ex-
plain what they were then; uor can I
now."” e

“SBurely—surely!” he acqulesced, for
he had not the slightest desire to pry
Into her private affairs. “But what
on earth are you doing In this dead-
and-allve spot?’ And then, In the next
breath, he exclalmed, as a sudden in-
gpiration came to him, “Oh, by George!
How-dull-of me! You're honeymoon-
Ing. of course!” i

“Not actly!” Bthel replied, just a
bit sel¥, perhaps. “My husband
fsn't here—just now. He had some
business in Brussels, but I came on
ahead.” "

She had, Indeed, left Streetman In
the Belgian ecapital. “Shall you be
staying long?" she asked Mr. Brown

“No! I'm off In the morning,” be
Informed her.

The Information relleved ber vastly.
fhe had not relished the thought of
having to confess to the American that
Monsleur de Lorde was no other than
his erstwhile acquaintance of the tea
party—Henry Streetman. But as a
spy In his majesty's service, Ethel took
aa easily to subterfuge as a dock to
water., She surprised herself often by
the readiness with which plausible
tales sprang to ber Ifps.

“Oh! Then you won't be able to
meet’ Monsleur de Lorde™ she sald
with a note of regret. “I don't expect
him tiH tomorrow.”

Charlle Brown murmured his regret
at that circumstance
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heeﬂ"-cm o wu |
viewed so many DEOI)\.- - V8 by
‘much of buman nature, that I kn\b
pretty well when to print a story afd
when to kill it—and I'll go through for
you any way you want me to.”

Ethel turped to him Ilmpuisively,
gratefully.

“Thank you—you're a dear!”
told him.

And at that moment the French
—he of the newspaper—returnegs

And, paying scant heed, apgiare
to Ethel and her companigh/ hs
down at a table. lighted siiother
rette, and resumed his in “’%"
once more-—_ s,

with a qulck “Ssh!” ST
“It must be nearly time for di uwi'

as if thelr conversation bore only upon
trivinl matters.

“That’'s so. And If we're golng to
dine together I think I'll go wash up—
or the folks will think I belong here,™
Mr. Brown sald, glancing down at the
wreck of his once immaculate new
English sult.
vanity bag!" he exclaimed. And he
retrleved his paper parcel from the
table where he had dropped it. Then
he went joyfully to his room.

CHAPTER XII\
Der Tag.

Meanwhile Ethel Willoughby, allas
Madame de Lorde, strolled almlessly
to the clgar counter and leaned neg-
ligently against it. Her feelings were
decidedly mixed—compounded of pleas-
ure and uneasiness. As It turned -out,
she found It agreeable to meet Mr.
Brown. It was a distinct rellef to be
able to talk to someone against whom

on her guard. But at the same time, a
matter of business had brought ber to
Courvolster, and the Inn. To be sure,
Streetman expectaed te join her there
later. But in the meantime Ethel ex-
pected to meet someone else Arst. Who
that person might be she did not know,
except that the unknown was a spy
in the service of the French.

quncrdldhenndhmrlm
with Ethel than the Httle Frenchman

dropped his paper.

“Bounjour, madame[™ he sald

g? country, a genileman who met
‘| you ln.a usseis-!ﬁe ogk for you.”
S #Paptain Redmoqdl" ghe exclglmed

Madame de Lorde remarked carelessI®, b

“Oh, [ almost forgot my |

she was under no necessity of being | an

“seg ghouting In the dlstance, pene-
1 that still room where they walt-
14 with every moment that

- grew louder.

And"h‘e A, 1

to take his departure wnem .n

a sudden balt

are Madame de Lorde?” he Inqilired ~

his qualnt Hnglish. )
“Yes!” :

“Now it is perhapa best that you be
told,” fia continued. *“RBefofe
eame w tleman in the service

started af ¥ ‘announcement.
to bim.

~E
| And she drew Dea:

fn n low volce, :
“ﬁ-———ssh——'rudnine 1" he wirned her.
- " he whispered.
hepre T she asked eag{-ly.
eonld mot wait. He must re-
‘4o his work,” be enlightened her.

“But what was he dolng here?” she
demandel In alarm.

The lit'le Frenchman waved her to
a nearby chair,

“Not so close, madame!"” he begged.

She sat down obediently,

“What was he doing here?”
asked.

“He cime to arrange about the tel-
ephone,” the fellow told her. “It is
his plan.”

“His plan!
back—""

“He tould not be oertnln. madame.”

“But he's allve, and well—" Bhe
could pardly walt for his answer.

“Yem madame, quite so." :

“0 ank God!" Ethel murmured,
in a tone of vast thankfulness.

Her fellow-spy smiled at that—a
happy smile.

“I am glad I bhave told youn,™ he
sald. “I had thought perhaps it was
affair of the beart He had the
look... . .  And now, madame, for
what you will do permit me to thank
you. It is for France”

“And for Larry!” Ethel murmured
softly.

It wag Fthel's turn to warm him
then. For a door opened. Henry
Christophe had returned.

“Good day, m'sieunl” the little man
sald cheerfully. And be departed.

“Abh madame! Dioner is readyl™
Christophe announced to Ethel. “And

ehe

Then bhe will come

Charlie asked his gtartled host.

“Now Ay [ ask’ ﬂ“ 1 think m’slen,” he answered.
wnoweveryone In this nelghborhood;

the holy

"4 post in the window Chp~
'eheld a colum. ~™ i
he ro” .u of people
= _sud. 'They were still
¢ off. But even throngh
ae could see that It was a
'e of frightened people, men, wom-

children. i
wWhere are they from, my friend?

P

wiheysome from many miles away,
nl

and thee are strang%m to me.”
“Hefl fhey ocanell the -American

sald excltedlj. as the vanguard of the
rabble poured op the street almost to
the place where he walted and
watched. “Yon'd better go to your
room, Madame de Lorde,” he told

Bthel.
“Yes. perhaps T b= 1" a0@ admitted.

But she still lingered, fascinated by
the coutaglous fear that impelled those
peasanis onward. A man, disheveled,
wild-eyed, thrust his head in at the
door of the Lion 4'Or.

“The Germans are coming!" bhe
warned them. “You'd better get ont—
they're coming this way!" he repeat
ed breathlessly. It was plain that he
had run far. And immediately he
started on agaln. But Charlle Brown
called to him.

“Walt a minutel”
“You are sure?’ Christophe Inter-

posed.
The man came inside then.
“Sure! BSure! They're not a mile
ahead!” he gasped between great sob-
fike breaths. And already Christophe’s
nelghbors crowded through the door-
way and peered curiously at the fel
low. “They came through our town-
1 saw 'em—I—I, Andre Lemalre. .
I saw ‘em—all graylike—miilions of
‘em—and they're still coming! There's
no end to them!™

“But we have done nething. They
will not bhurt us,” the innkeeper told
him innocently.

The man turned his piteous eyes

where Is the American gentieman ™

mgew

support his charges. The accus
were there, but they had no wltne

he knew the Jews and thelr custo
and that Felix had married a Jewe
(v. 24).
fense first negatively ahd then positi™
ly. On the negative side, Paul answers
each charge seriatim, _
place there had not béen time for hin -
to cause an insurrection (v. 11), Goi
back over these days; (1) his arriy 1
in Jerusalem (21:15); (2) his appears
ance before James (21:18) ; (3, 4, 5 and iy
6), the days of his vow (Ch. 21:26, 27) 3558
(7) his arrest; (8) his appearance hes
fore the Sanhedrin; (9) the consplirs I
and his deliverance ; (10, 11, 12 and 15§
ip @uesarea (Séa Ch. 24:1). :
statement showed that the whole StoEs§

laCe WOUG b mee™ o i el S
: o o u serious ouge M

“canness of Tertullus' 4l 3
s toat he produced no evldenca! vy

11. The Prisoner’s Defense (vv, 10-21), %5
aul cheerfully made his defense, fop 4
We might consider this dee

In the, firs '-5[

.

[

of his experlience was fresh in thf

memories of both friends and foes.
was the Jews who did the«stirring #he |

Paul answers the second charge TEH

acknowledging (vv, 14-16) that he Y

longed to the Christian wway-of Sills
tion, but denled that tmw herns
Paul was a true Jew®Sad af -
Pharisee, for (1) he Worshlp :
same God (v, 14); (2) he belie &
the Jewish law and prophets, FSR
them he knew L2 could prove ‘
Jesus was the Messinh, (3) He g
with the Pharisees (v, 15) in hoj
ward God, a resurrection fron
dead and immortal life. Paul's lIfi
“vold of offense” toward God in |
and worship, and toward men as
in good deeds. It was for this thi "‘
exercised himself, Literally, he ¥
upon the raw material, dlscl 4
and training it. Paul answers the '
charge by a simple denial that it
actually taken place, and calls fe :
nesses, Positively, Paul exp
he had followed the God of his fati - A
that he belleved In fulfilled propha
literally the resurrection of J_anl
the dead—that he came to Jerushb
with alms for the poor, and, as t i |
the copncil, he stands upon ¢ ‘l
tegrity. ).

. The Judge’s Delay (vvEES



